POST-MORTEM               SCENE IV
passes in a flash. A kid like you isn't going to do any
good in all this muck. Hold close to your own love
wherever it lies, don't leave it lonely while you wander
about aimlessly in chaos searching for some half
formulated ideal. An ideal of what ? Fundamental
good in human nature! Bunk 1 Spiritual under-
standing ? Bunk. God in some compassionate dream
waiting to open your eyes to truth ? Bunk ! Bunk !
Bunk ! It's all a joke with nobody to laugh at it. Go
back to your mother while you can.
JOHN : Cheer up, Perry.
PERRY : You'll see, I'm right.    You'll see.
JOHN : You've given yourself away a bit.
PERRY : How do you mean ?
JOHN : You laugh at me for being an idealist, but
you're a greater one than I, far greater------
PERRY : Magnificent sophistry, you'll be saying
everything's God's Will in a minute.
JOHN : I'm only idealistic about individuals really,
that's why I came back. I can only see causes and
effects through a few people, the people I love. But
you're different, capable of deeper depths and further
heights, because your ideals catch at life itself, away
beyond me Perry, far beyond, you've been clutching at
a star beyond my vision, looking to a future that's too
dim for me even to imagine. It must be heartbreaking
to be a poet!
PERRY : Cheering my last moments, that's what
you're doing, aren't you ? (He smiles rather wearily?)
JOHN (picking up the revolver and handing it to him):
Herel
PERRY (taking it): Thanks. What's a little death
among friends ?
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